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posing, unused, in its cardboard box, just as Number One had
bought it at the establishment of Harry Stickles.
Mr. Twig, with the proper delicacy of an elderly gentleman
buying medical aid, had peeped through the window of the lit-
tle chemist's shop, till he made sure that the beautiful Nancy
was safe upstairs; and it may be taken for granted that the
avaricious husband of Nancy made him pay heavily for this
engaging shyness! But at this moment the good old man, with
the enema lying safe in its box on the table, cajoled his visitor
into sitting down for a few minutes in his front room. It was
mild enough to have the door open; and as Sam stretched out
his Penny-patched knickerbockers and his Penny-darned stock-
ings by the side of the old man's Sunday trousers, and listened
to his talk as the fowls clucked and scratched on the threshold,
a delicious sensation of calm flowed through him.
Motor cars were few at that hour upon the Godney Road; and
from the distant town there came uninterrupted a murmur, a
rumour of drowsy life, of a life that was not the life of man or
of beast, but of Glastonbury herself, murmuring softly in her
long historic trance of the past, of the present and of the future.
Sam thought to himself: "This Christ that is hidden in matter
and contradicts all cruelty, can He possibly come from Nature?"
"What I'd-ur-zay consarnin' this here commoon," Mr. Twig
was now observing, "is that it be a play-acting of the eddicated.
For such as understands them things, 'tis no doubt a very good
commo'on. But I baint a book-larned man. Conservative be a
plain word to I and so be Liberal, in a manner of speaking,
though not so plain; but I reckon a man must be pretty far
along wi' his book-larnin9 afore he gets the hang of a commoon."
"Well, Mr. Twig," said Sam sententiously, "my father's got a
lot of books in his study; but I remember quite well when the
first number of the Wayfarer came out and there was a long ar-
ticle about Communism in it by Mr. Athling, he said very much
what you're saying now."
"Me wold pard, Bart Jones, do zay," went on Mr. Twig, "that
it be they noises what he heered in orspital, they rumblings and
blearings from they ruings, what have brought such things to
pass. But if 'ee 'arst me, Mister, what have called down these